A SONG 
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Upon 'The praiſe of Chloris 


her Dull Eye, 


) 
Tg 


The luhter ſhaft bits ſeldome ſare ;; 


> 


F . 


Ch never thinke, that for Jour Wound, 
Toere can a Temeay be Found, 
i/ben looks jo Vrnconcern d do prove, 
1hey are nit Mortalls ſhe muſh love, 
bY 
Theſe Smiling cheeks ſome comfort give 
And to cur ihuking, bid us Live, | 


That Contraducting eye ſaies No, 
Hep Cheek's our Freind, ber Eye's our Foe, 
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That Pleaſant Tongue we for us find, 
But yet her Eye Speak's more her mind, 
Strange Contradiction 1m one Face' 

And get T, eHer5 part A (Trace. 
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All but that Eye our Sorrows feel, 
And both tonether Wound and Heale. 
Thus when a1 Once jou Scorne and love, 


Falſe ( Chloris } ro your Helfe you prove, 


Ence you that would preſerve yur Hean. 


Thoſe beavy looks ſend Leaden aarts, 
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